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IRLS LIVE HAPPIL 


Easter Brings Gladness 


As EASTER time nears, there is a new stir- 
ring of life in all living things. The sap is 
surging through trees and shrubs, and new 
leaves are bursting forth to clothe them in 
fresh green dresses. Birds are busy with their 
new homes and babies; young lambs are 
frisking; and even the chickens and stock 
in the barnyard feel the joy of living. 

We, too, feel this new life and are filled 
with the desire to do new things, to plant 
gardens, rake yards, and throw the windows 
and doors open to the fresh air of spring. 

It is quite fitting that all this stir of life 
should come at Easter time. Before Jesus’ 
resurrection He and His disciples had spent 
many months teaching and preaching the 
gospel of love throughout Judea. These had 
been very busy months for them, for Jesus 
was eager to give His gospel of Truth and 
love to all who would listen. Then came 
dark days of trouble with the priests and 
scribes, and Jesus was crucified. 

When Jesus was no longer with them, the 
disciples were indeed sad and weary, for 
they felt that all their work had been for 
nothing. They had loved Jesus and had be- 
lieved that He would bring glad, happy 
times to all their people. With His cruci- 
fixion, the light, the joy, the gladness, had 
gone out of life for them. 


Jesus had told them that He would riseqi 
from the tomb within three days, but in their 
grief, they doubted that they would see Himi 
again. Then came the third day, and Maryam 
and Martha brought the glad tidings that 
Jesus had risen from the grave. When the 
disciples saw Jesus with their own eyes and 
talked with Him, you can imagine what a 
feeling of joy and love, new life and courage 
surged through them. So great was it that 
they must have wanted to shout the good 
news to the whole world. ; 

This is the feeling Easter brings to us also, 
We do not see Jesus as a man of flesh, but 
we feel His love in our hearts, and we try 
to express it by clearing out of our minds 
and hearts the selfish thoughts that may have 
gathered there. We plant new gardens, puff 
on fresh, new clothes, and greet one anothef 
in a glad spirit of love and joy. : 

When you go to church on Easter Sunday,| 
try to think about how happy the disciples 
were when they saw and heard the resuramy 
rected Christ, and you will feel this happiag 
ness, too. 3 

Happy Easter! 
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| T's Easter time; it’s springtime: And so I proudly wear my best 
A lovely, happy time When to God's house I go; 
When earth puts on her new green dress, And there, I praise and thank Him 
And joyful church bells chime, For His blessings; and although 
When yards and grassy meadows wear At Easter time, especially, 
A fragrant, bright bouquet, I feel His presence there, 
And twittering birds, in their own words, I know He’s always with me, 
Sing, ““Happy Easter day.” For God is everywhere. 
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I was the day after the track meet at Park 
School. Ribbons were being given out to the 
winners during an assembly. 


“Dick Armstrong,” read the principal. 
“Three blue ribbons—for the high jump, 
the broad jump, and the hundred-yard dash.” 

Dick felt his face turn red to the roots 
of his blond crew cut as he walked up the 
aisle. He had been a lot more comfortable 
in a relay race than he was now in going up 
front to get his ribbons. But he managed a 
thank you to the principal and a broad grin 
for his applauding classmates. 
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As he went to his seat, however, he was 
aware of one boy who was definitely not 
applauding. Instead of an “I-am-for-you” 
look, this boy’s face wore a sneer. Dick won- 
dered vaguely why Chet did not like him. 
Chet had been at Park only six weeks, and 
from almost the first day, he had heckled 
and taunted Dick. 

As they left the assembly, Chet made it a 
point to bump into Dick, muttering out of 
the corner of his mouth, “Think you’re some- 
thing special, don’t you?” 
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On his way home, Dick thought, “I’ve 
got to settle the score with that fellow some- 
time, but how? Tit for tat, or some other 
way?” Then, because it was Easter vacation 
and he had bigger things to think about, he 
deliberately put Chet out of his mind. His 
uncle had promised him and his cousin Judy 
a party on the farm during the holidays. He 
was to invite eight boys, and Judy was to 
invite eight girls. The party would begin 
with a hayride in the country and end with 
a marshmallow toast down by the creek. In 
between, there would be horseback riding 
and games. Judy was coming over after 
school to help Dick make final plans. 

As Dick passed the old Miles’ place, a 
dozen second graders popped up from be- 
hind the hedge. “Dicky, icky, thinks he’s 
slicky!” they chanted. 

“What goes here?” Dick wondered. Then 
he saw Larry, Chet’s little brother, and he 
knew the answer. This was some more of 
Chet’s doings, sicking these youngsters on 
him. 

They looked disappointed when Dick 
merely laughed and said, “Hi there, fel- 
lows!” 

He was almost home when Tommy, his 
next-door neighbor, ran out. “Dicky, icky, 
think-th ee’th th-licky!” he called in a tooth- 
less lisp. This was too much from a little 
kindergartner who had been his admiring 
shadow from the day he could walk. Dick 
chased Tommy and caught him. 

“Don’t you like me any more, Tommy?” 
asked Dick. 

“Oh, thure. Did I make you mad, Dick?” 
lisped Tommy. 

“Of course not,” said Dick. 

“Shuck-th. Chet said he’d give us a quarter 
if we could make you mad,” said Tommy. 

So that was it—Chet—just as he had 
thought! Dick could not help feeling low 
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as he turned into the driveway at home. He 
flung himself down on the front step to 
wait for Judy. Gunner, his Dalmatian dog, 
had capered out to meet him; but, sensing 
Dick’s depression, he had walked along de. 
jectedly and now lay down at his feet. He 
whined his sympathy and reached up and 
licked Dick’s hand. 


“Hi,” called Judy. “All set for Tuesday?” 

“T guess so,” answered Dick. 

“What's wrong?” Judy asked. “You and 
Gunner look about as gay as two roosters 
in the rain. More Chet trouble, maybe?” 

“You guessed it.” Dick recounted the 
day’s happenings. 

“How do you figure it?” asked Judy. 

“Well, I've been doing some thinking,” 
said Dick. “I may have a clue. Anyway, this 
is my two and two put together. The first 
day Chet came to Park, we had a blackboard 
race in addition. I beat him. Then he en- 
tered the same sports events I did, and I beat 
him in every one. I think maybe he was top 
man in the school he came from and he 
can’t take being beaten all the time.” 

“Why don’t you let him win sometimes?” 
asked Judy. 
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When he reached under the bell and held out 
the egg, they gave a rousing cheer. 


“T’'ve thought of that, but it sort of seems 
like cheating.” 

“Isn’t there something he can do better 
than you can?” asked Judy. 

“Well, he’s always challenging me to a 
swimming contest or a pole-climbing con- 
test,” answered Dick. 

They thought for a moment, and then 
Judy said, half to herself, “Swimming’s out, 
but pole-climbing—I wonder 

“Oh, Dick, I’ve an idea!’ she exclaimed. 
“Invite Chet to the party, and——” 

“Invite him?” interrupted Dick. “I'd as 
soon invite a skunk.” 

“Now wait till I’ve finished, Dick Arm- 
strong,” Judy said. “You know that pole 
in Uncle Phil’s back yard, the one with a bell 
on top with a rope hanging down for Aunt 
Lila to pull and call the men from the field? 
It’s almost as tall as a telephone pole. I was 
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thinking that when we have our Easter-egg 
hunt——” 

“I get you,” said Dick. ‘““We could hide 
Chet’s egg on top of the pole and let him 
give a pole-climbing exhibition. But, Judy. 
aren’t you afraid the fellows will think hunt- 
ing Easter eggs is kind of babyish?” 

“Not the way Aunt Lila has it planned,” 
Judy replied. “She is writing our names on 
the eggs. The boys will hide the girls’ eggs 
east of the big maple tree, toward the 
orchard, and the girls will hide the boys’ 
eggs in the other direction. If anyone finds 
anyone else’s egg, he isn’t to let on.” 

“The girls’ eggs are to be hid east of the 
maple? Let’s see. I know right now where 
I'll hide your egg. The beehives are east of 
the maple,” Dick teased. ‘‘But say, maybe you 
do have an idea for Chet. We could go out 
the day before and get a ladder and put his 
egg under the bell. Yes, sirree, I believe 
it’s worth a try.” 


Tuesday was all that could be wished for, 
weatherwise. The hayride, the activities, and 
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the games had all gone well. Chet had been 
unusually quiet. Now it was time for the 
Easter-egg hunt. 

In less than twenty minutes, all the eggs 
had been found except Judy’s and Chet’s. 

“Give me a hint,” begged Judy. 

“Bees like honey,” suggested Dick. 

“You wouldn't,” said Judy, looking at the 
beehives and remembering Dick’s threat. 

One of the boys helped her out. “Where 
do bees get honey?” he hinted. 

“Why didn’t I see it before?” said Judy 
as she went toward a tulip that looked 
strange. 

“I’m the slow one, as usual,” said Chet, 
with a return of his old sarcasm. 

“Challenge you to a pole-climb,” yelled 
Dick. 

Chet stopped, whirled around, and looked 
at the pole. He gave Dick a knowing grin 
and started for the pole. 

It was a pretty sight to see Chet go up 
that pole. His every movement was as rhyth- 
mical as if he were climbing to band music. 
They watched with open mouths, and hardly 
breathed. When he reached under the bell 
and held out the egg, they gave a rousing 
cheer. 

The bonfire and marshmallow toast ended 


the party; then came the ride home in the 
moonlight. Chet was one of the first to be 
let off at his home. “I say, Dick, that was 
a swell party,” he said as he climbed down, 
about——” 

Just then an upstairs window was flung 
up, and a towhead appeared. “Dicky, icky 
” began a squeaky voice. 

“That's enough, Larry,” Chet cut in. 

“But you said——” began Larry. 

“I said that’s enough. Go to bed,” Chet 
answered sternly. 

Larry banged down the window, and 
Chet turned again to Dick. “How about com- 
ing over tomorrow for a little batting prac- 
tice?” 

“Fine. I'll be over,” Dick called back as 
the wagon started on. 

“It worked,” whispered Judy. 

“And how!” said Dick. 

Since Dick was the host, he was the last 
one to be taken home. Gunner bounded out 
to meet him, and he at once felt the party 
spirit. He barked, jumped on Dick, and 
capered like a pup. 

Dick’s father called out, “Is that you, 
Dick? What's the matter with Gunner?” 


“Nothing, Dad,” Dick said, laughing. 


“He’s just feeling good, and so am I.” 


need; true, 


God does my every hunger Patient, kind, and loving, God is my strength, unfail- 


feed; too. 


God dwells within me, AllthingsIam,cando,and God is my all, I know no 


guides my way be 


Through every moment, Through Christ, the Truth Since God and love and 
that is in me. 


night and day. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


(Adapted) 


God is my help in every I now am wise, I now am_ God is my health, I can’t be 


sick; 


ing, quick; 


fear, 


Truth are here. 
—Hannah More Kobaus. 
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with HILDREN!” cried Mr. Jones, trying to 
quiet the excited girls and boys. “It’s time to 
start the Easter-egg hunt.” 

The noise stopped, and Mr. Jones smiled 
in approval. ““When the bell rings, you may 
begin,” he said, stooping down and picking 

be } UP 2 little white rabbit. “The winner gets 
this.” 

ail- “O-0-0-oh,” gasped Nancy. 

a “Let me pet him,” begged a small boy. 


“No, let me!” screeched little Ann, grab- 
bing wildly at the trembling rabbit. “I want 
to pet him!” 
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Nancy wanted to hold him, too, but the 
other children crowded closer and closer un- 
til she could not even see him. 

She stood on tiptoes, but she was still too 
short. Then she stretched higher and higher 
until she was able to see the tips of the 
rabbit’s ears, 

“Oh,” she cried, suddenly losing her bal- 
ance and falling against Tim, her freckle- 
faced friend who was standing near her. 

“Watch it!” Tim yelled, unable to recover 
his balance as he fell against another boy. 
The other boy, in turn, hit another, and he 
another, until the child in the front bumped 
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By Denton Williams 


SprINGTIME calling, 
No more snowing; 

Showers falling, 

Breezes blowing. 


Farmers rush— 
Seeds to sow! 

Weeds to crush, 

Gardens to grow. 


Brush to burn 
From the fields, 

Earth to turn 

For future yields. 


Earth’s rain-washed carpet, 
A brighter green. 

April is here, 

Sparkling and clean. 


right into Mr. Jones and the rabbit. 

“Children, be careful!” cried Mr. Jones, 
soothing the frightened rabbit. “We mustn’t 
hurt him.” 

Without warning, the bell rang: “Ding, 
ding, ding!” 

The children ran down the hill, laughing 
and shouting, and Mr. Jones put the rabbit 
safely back in the box. 

Nancy looked this way and that—behind 
logs, under leaves, and even down near the 
spring—for eggs. She could hear the others 
laugh as they ran, shoving and pushing, ap- 
parently all looking in the same place. 

“Goodness,” she gasped, stepping back to 
avoid Tim, who was running down the 
path. In his hurry he almost ran into her. 
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“Hi,” he called back. ‘I'll find more than 
you!” Before she could answer, he ran on 
down the hill and out of sight. 

Looking in her basket, Nancy counted her 
eggs: one, two, three, four, five, six, seven. 
Seven eggs! If she hurried she might find 
more—perhaps enough to win the bunny! 
Quickly she closed her eyes and made a wish. 
Just for luck, she said: 

“My little wish may sound funny, 
But I wish to win the bunny.” 

Opening her eyes, she clutched her basket 
tightly and ran harder and faster than ever. 
She must find more eggs if she was to win. 

Suddenly, she spied a red egg that was 
hidden under some leaves. Just as she 
reached for it, a loud scream filled the air. 
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For a moment it frightened her. Leaving the 
egg, she hurried toward the noise. There, be- 
hind an old tree, was little Ann, her face red 
and tear-stained, screaming and crying. 

“Ann, what’s wrong?” Nancy asked anx- 
iously. “Are you hurt?” 

“I want some eggs!” Ann screamed, 
stamping her foot. “I want some eggs!” 

Nancy was sorry for her, but she knew 
this was no way to act. “Don’t cry,” she 
said gently. “If you look, you'll find some.” 
Turning, she started back to the red egg 
under the leaves. 

“No, no!” sobbed Ann. “I can’t find any.” 

“I won’t let her cry,” murmured Nancy. 
“She’s so little.” 

“Here,” she said, going back. “Take one 
of mine.” Eagerly, little Ann grabbed a blue 
egg in one hand and a yellow one in the 
other. Then, without even saying thank you, 
she ran across the park to a group of chil- 
dren. 

Going back to the leaves, Nancy picked 
up the red egg. Now she could never win. 
Never. Not with just six eggs. She had said 
to take one, but Ann had grabbed two. Then, 
remembering her little wish, she closed her 
eyes and crossed her fingers again. 

“My little wish may sound funny, 
But I wish to win . 

“Ding, ding, ding,” rang the bell before 
she finished her wish. As the bell rang, the 
girls and boys ran laughing and shouting up 
the hill to Mr. Jones and the rabbit—all 
except Nancy. She walked slowly behind. 
No need to hurry now. The hunt was over. 
Bravely wiping the tears from her eyes, she 
joined the group of children. 

“Who has the most eggs?” Mr. Jones said, 
laughing. ‘““Who has more than four?” 

“I do!” yelled Tim, his freckles gleaming 
in the sunlight. “I have five!” 

“Who has more than five?” said Mr. 
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Jones, holding up his hand and spreading 
five long fingers. 

“T have ten,” cried little Ann happily. 

“Is there anyone with more than ten?” he 
asked. No one answered, so he held out the 
rabbit to Ann. “I guess you won,” he said. 

“No, she didn’t!” cried Tim in alarm. 
“She didn’t find any. We gave them to her 
because she cried!” 

“Is that true, Ann?” Mr. Jones asked. 

“Yes,” she pouted. “But I wanted the 
rabbit!” 

“Ann, that wasn’t playing fair,” said Mr. 
Jones, shaking his head. “You must find 
your own eggs to win the rabbit fairly. Now, 
we must find the real winner. Who has more 
than five eggs?” 

No one answered. He asked again. “Who 
has more than five?” 

“I do,” whispered Nancy. 

“Speak up, child,” Mr. Jones urged. 
“How many do you have?” 

“Only six,” Nancy said softly. 

“Then you're the winner!”’ Mr. Jones said. 

“I can’t be,” she said. “It must be a mis- 
take.” 

“No mistake, young lady. The rabbit is 
yours,” he said, putting it into her arms. 
“What are you going to name him?” 

“I don’t know,” Nancy replied. “He’s 
such a surprise. That’s it! Surprise. White 
Surprise!” 

The children clapped and shouted, and 
little Ann wanted to pet him. Tim smiled 
at Nancy as he helped Mr. Jones pass out 
chocolate rabbits. 

Later, on the way home, she held the 
rabbit in one arm and the basket of eggs in 
the other. She began to sing softly: 
“Oh, what a lovely White Surprise, 

With long pink ears and little pink eyes.” 
Over and over she sang her little song, all 
the way home, and even after she got home. 
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What the Story Told Before 


Julie had not always been careful to do 
her part to keep the Jackson kitchen in or- 
der. Then one day Judge Saunders, who 
lived next door, gave her a little kid named 
Gertie. Gertie was an underfed little runt. 
Judge Saunders asked Julie to feed Gertie, 
to keep her clean, and to love her. Because 
Julie had done her kitchen assignment on 
time that day, her parents felt that she had 
learned to take on responsibilities and al- 
lowed her to keep Gertie. Judge Saunders 
brought straw for the little kid’s bed and 
food for her. 
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Part Two 
Julie Learns Patience 


l. was midnight. Julie Jackson, in her com- 
fortable bed, could not sleep. Her thoughts 
raced to the basement, where, in a makeshift 
stall, Gertie, her little pet kid was bedded 
down for her first night in her new home. 
Julie wanted to rush to the basement to 
see Gertie. But she had promised her parents 
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by Chesebrough 


that she would stay in bed until the alarm 
rang at half past five in the morning. Then 
she could get up and go to Gertie. But now 
she could not sleep. She twisted and turned. 
She flipped and flopped. She kept thinking 
of how they had put Gertie to bed. 

Judge Saunders and her father and mother 
had helped Julie to make the stall from two 
stepladders and some packing boxes. The 
judge had brought fresh, clean straw for 
Gertie’s bed. Julie had covered Gertie with 
her blue blanket. Not once had the kid 
opened her eyes while she was made ready 
for the night. 

A dozen times, Julie had asked Judge 
Saunders, ““Will Gertie be all right down 
here alone all night?” 

Patiently, the big man had answered her 
each time, “Yes. She’s warm and out of 
drafts. She’s had her late feeding. You can 
forget her until morning.” 

Julie however, could not forget Gertie, 
and she could not sleep for thinking about 
her. Then, all of a sudden, she remembered 
a wonderful promise that she knew and 
loved: God loves even little sparrows, and 
He watches over them. She whispered to 
herself in the darkness, ‘““God loves me, and 
He loves Gertie, too. God’s love and protec- 
tion is everywhere, always. He’s with me 
here. He’s with Gertie there. Amen.” 

Instantly, a soothing peace came to Julie. 
Somehow, she knew that Gertie would be 
safe all through the long, dark night. With- 
out realizing it, she fell asleep. 

Julie slept and dreamed. She dreamed she 
had been given a whole farm full of hungry 
little kids that had to be fed twenty times a 
day. She had to keep them clean and make 
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them behave. She was very busy in her 
dream—until a bell rang and all the little 
kids disappeared. Julie sat bolt upright in 
bed. The alarm was ringing. She shut it off 
and bounded out of bed. She slid into her 
blue pedal pushers, yellow sweater, and tan 
scuffies and flew to the basement. 

Slowly, cautiously, Julie approached Ger- 
tie’s quarters. The blue blanket did not move. 
Julie lifted it. Gertie did not stir. Julie held 
her breath until she heard a trembling, in- 
quiring cry, “B-a-a?” called Gertie feebly. 

Julie swept the kid into her arms. “You're 
alive!” she cried. “You're alive.” 

Carefully, she put Gertie back into her 
basket and covered her with the blue blanket. 
Then she thoroughly cleaned the stall and 
put fresh, clean straw in it. This was to be 
a very important part of Gertie’s cleanliness 
program, and Julie knew it would have to 
be done many times each day to keep the kid 
sweet-smelling and healthy. She put Gertie 
back into the clean stall and then hurried to 
the kitchen to prepare her food. 

She measured a cup and a half of the 
dried skim milk into a quart of cold water 
and stirred the mixture until it was smooth. 
Then, taking out a cupful of the day’s for- 
mula, she put the rest in the refrigerator. She 
heated the small amount in the double boiler 
and poured it into a bottle that had been 
sterilized. She put the nipple on the bottle 
and hurried back to Gertie. 

Julie offered Gertie the bottle of milk. 
Gertie would not drink. Again Julie pre- 
sented the bottle. Gertie would not drink. 
Again and again Julie held out the bottle of 
warm milk toward her pet. Gertie would 
not drink. 

Coaxingly, Julie said, “Please, Gertie. 
Drink your milk.” 

Gertie would not drink. 
Five minutes passed. Ten minutes. Twenty 
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A river, brook, or deep blue sea 
Is just the home for fish. 
The robin in the apple tree 
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The kitten under the porch is warm 
And playful as can be; 

While the rabbit in the brier patch 
Is frisky, safe, and free. 


My home is surely best for me, 
Because I’m happy there. 

It’s wonderful how God has planned 
For all things in His care. 


minutes. Julie tried and tried to persuade 
Gertie to take her milk. Gertie would not 
drink. 

At the end of half an hour, Julie was 
tired. She was cross, too, for she had run 
out of patience. She yelled at Gertie. 

“You stubborn little kid!’ Julie cried 
angrily. “No wonder they didn’t have time 
to feed you at the farm.” 

Gertie did not move. She didn’t even hear 
those angry words. A sudden uninvited 
thought came into Julie’s mind. “What if 
Gertie never would eat?” 

Julie’s impatience now turned to fear. 
What if she failed to get Gertie to eat? She 
found it was hard for her to breathe. Gertie 
would have to eat, or else—— Julie couldn’t 
finish that awful sentence. In trembling 
panic, she sank down on the gold-colored 
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straw. She cried, ““What’ll I do?” She sobbed 
as she looked at the bottle of milk. 

Julie had asked a question. The answer 
crept silently into her thoughts. “Use pa- 
tience. God will help you to be patient.” 
Julie’s ears didn’t hear the words, but her 
heart told her they were true. All she had 
to do was ask God for enough patience. She 
did this, and ended her prayer by saying, 
“God’s patience works through me now for 
Gertie. Amen.” 

She quietly looked at helpless little Gertie. 
All at once she knew that the kid was hun- 
gry and not stubborn. Suddenly, Julie un- 
derstood. Gertie didn’t know how to eat! 
“I’m here to show her how, and God will 
help me,” Julie said confidently. 

A new kind of love flooded over Julie. It 
was a love for her pet that made her stronger 
than she had ever been. She had determina- 
tion, too, and will power. “Gertie,” she said 
as she stroked the kid’s tiny head, “I’m go- 
ing to help you drink all this milk even if 
it takes all day to do it.” 

Julie seemed to be guided to put her 
fingers between the kid’s pale pink lips. She 
forced the little jaws apart and instantly 
slipped the nipple of the bottle into Gertie’s 
mouth. At last, Gertie understood that break- 
fast was being served. She began to drink 
her milk. 

An hour had passed, but Julie was te- 
warded. She saw the milk vanish. When the 
last drop had disappeared, Gertie’s eyelids 
fluttered, and for a brief moment her eyes 
opened, like the shutter of a fast-action 
camera. Fascinated, Julie watched. 

“Gertie!” Julie whispered in wonderment. 
“Your eyes are a pale blue-green. And you're 
beautiful!” 

“Baa!” replied Gertie in a stronger voice. 
Then she went to sleep again, and Julie went 
to church. She had to give thanks that day 
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Words and music by Elizabeth Seatter Christensen 


Hear the bells, 


bes the bells, 


Rather slowly 
e Hear the bells, Hear the bells, On this East-er day 


Ring-ing out to say 


T = 
Ring ing, Ring - - ing, Come to church and 
LH |: 


in a very special way, and church seemed 
the place to do that. 

For a whole week, Gertie was fed every 
three hours. Not that she cared or appreci- 
ated it. All she did was sleep. It was on Mon- 
day morning, as Julie came sleepily down to 
the basement, that she heard a loud, de- 
manding, “Ba-a-a-a-a!’” She ran to Gertie’s 
stall. There stood Gertie, on her own four 
feet, and she even took a few shaky steps 
toward Julie. 

“You can walk all by yourself!” cried 
Julie, flinging her arms around the kid’s 
neck. Gertie nuzzled Julie’s hands and 
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cheeks. “Why, Gertie, I believe you like 
me,” Julie said happily. 

““Ba-a-a!” replied Gertie, and Julie wanted 
to believe that she meant, “Of course I do!” 

That evening after Judge Saunders came 
home from the courthouse, he heard about 
Gertie’s getting on her feet. “She’s ready to 
learn to drink from a pan now, Julie,” he 
said. “And here’s something that will help 
you to teach her that lesson.” 

He gave Julie a strange-looking cup. It 
had a partial cover curved over one side of 
the top. Fancy scrolls in red, blue, and gold 
(Please turn to page 38) 
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= Is a story older than old—old as the 
days when tales were told in the banqueting 
room of a castle tall, where the firelight 
shone ruddy on floor and wall. Once on a 
time, or so they say, there was an old woman 
who gossiped all day. She passed on each 
tale she heard to the letter, and added a 
little to make it better. And sometimes even, 
or so they said, she would make up whole 
stories right out of her head! 
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By Jane Lyon 


There came a day when the tales she spun 
caused so much trouble for everyone that the 
city fathers called her in and counseled her 
on her besetting sin. And finally they made 
her see that her thoughtless words had 
caused misery. Then the old woman hung 
her head. “I’m so ashamed and sorry,” she 
said. “Can’t I take back the words I sent 
along, and so put right this dreadful 
wrong?” 

The city fathers were puzzled sore until 
someone thought of the wizard Maglore. He 
lived in a hut at the edge of town that was 
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he Wizard 


always falling, but never fell down, His dog 
spoke Latin; his cat spoke Greek; and his 
parrot drew pictures with a brush in its beak. 
The wizard was wise as wise could be, and 
the city fathers did all agree that he would 
know—if any man knew—just what the old 
woman ought to do. So she rose right up and 
went to his shack to ask him how she could 
take her words back. 

The wizard Maglore sat very still and 
mused on the problem, as wizards will. Then 
he took up a cushion filled with down, and 
he took a dagger out of his gown. He cut 
open the cushion so the feathers flew round. 

“You must take this cushion,” he solemnly 
said, “‘and, late tonight when folks are abed, 
go to each house that your gossip hurt and 
drop a feather there in the dirt. Then in the 
morning come back to me—and we shall 
see what we shall see.” 

“This is wondrous strange,” the old wom- 
an thought, but she faithfully did as he said 
she ought. After the sun had gone glowing 
down, she scattered the feathers all round 
the town—one to each person she’d gossiped 
about, and scarcely a doorstep was left with- 
out! Then, at dawn she rapped at the wiz- 
ard’s door, and he bade her come in as he 
had before. 

“Have you done as I bid you?” the wiz- 
ard said. 

“Oh, yes, indeed.” And she nodded her 
head. 

“Well,” said the wizard, “go you then and 
gather the feathers all back again!” 

“Oh, sir! That may not be,” she cried, 
“for the wind will have scattered them far 
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and wide; and not I or a thousand men could 
ever gather them back again!” 

“Quite right,” said the wizard. “It can’t 
be done. And never, never ‘neath moon or 
sun can you take back a single word you've 
said.” 

Sadly, the old woman bowed her head. 
“Then can I make no amends?” asked she. 

“But, of course,” said the wizard. “You 
just must be extremely careful from this day 
on to weigh each word before it’s gone. Is 
it true, kind, helpful in every way? If the 
answer's yes, why talk away. And because 
you've sincerely changed about, the wrongs 
of the past will be all wiped out.” 

The old woman thanked him o’er and 
o'er, and she said as she turned to the open 
door, “I'll never forget that the words I say 
are like feathers cast on the wind away. 
I'll never say words I might wish unsaid!” 

“Squawk!” said the parrot. ‘“That’s using 
your head!” 


“Squawk!” said the parrot. 
“That’s using your head!” 
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By Lawrent Lee 
Copyright 1960 by Erma and Vera Waltner 


April-Fool Boomerang 


Q ED'S eyes were dancing with mischief 
when he met Teddy Malone near the pet 
shop in Pleasanton. The boys had plotted 
their April-fools’ joke the day before, and 
Red was sure it was going to be a good one! 

“Hi, Teddy!” he called. “Everything 
O.K.?” 

Teddy put his finger across his lips, signal- 
ing silence; but he took the shoe box from 
under his arm and held it toward Red. That 
meant, of course, that Teddy’s lovebird was 
inside and that he was ready. 

Cautiously, Red looked up and down the 
street. No one to play their joke on was in 
sight. 

Disappointed, he joined Teddy in the 
shadows near the pet shop—not close to the 
door, but close enough for their purpose. 
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Teddy seemed nervous. He asked softly, 
“Do you think we'll get into trouble?” 

Red grinned. “It was your idea, and I 
think it’s good enough to fool anyone.” 

“T wouldn’t want to lose my bird!” Teddy 
said. “I’m worried about Twinkle.” 

Red frowned. “You and my cousin Cora- 
lee make me tired,” he complained. “Every- 
one plays jokes on April Fools’ Day; but this 
morning when I told her what we were go- 
ing to do, she gave me a lecture; and now, 
you've got cold feet.” 

“What did Coralee say?” Teddy asked 
eagerly. 

“She gave me that old quotation again: 
‘Avoid even the appearance of evil.’ She's 
always quoting it.” 

“What did she mean?” Teddy asked. 
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“Well,” Red tried to explain, ‘she meant 
that if we make someone think we snatched 
your bird out of the pet shop and are trying 
to sell it cheap, we'll make ourselves look 
like thieves and maybe get taken to the 
police station and have to prove that 


Twinkle belongs to you and maybe—well, © 


most anything. But I can’t see how playing 
a joke on April Fools’ Day is so bad.” 

Teddy said soberly, “We're not hurting 
anyone.” 

“And we'll yell, ‘April fool,’ and give 
back the money,” Red said confidently. 

“Sure,” Teddy agreed. “Shush! Someone's 
coming.” 

A young man with close-cropped blond 
hair and keen blue eyes was approaching the 
pet shop. As he passed, his steps slowed. He 
glanced inside, as if he liked the puppies 
that were frisking in the window and the 
wisps of song that came from the bird cages 
along the walk. 

“Say,’’ Red asked him in a low voice, as if 
he did not want to attract too much atten- 


tion, “want to buy a lovebird? We've got a 
dandy.” 

Teddy said nothing. He hung back and 
clung to the box as if it were full of lolli- 
pops. After all, it was just an old shoe box 
with netting under the pasteboard cover and 
a tame little lovebird that did everything 
Teddy wanted it to inside. But if he had 
stolen the bird and was about to be caught, 
Teddy could not have looked more worried. 

Red cast a quick glance at the pet shop 
and stepped into the shadows beside Teddy. 
It was part of their joke to make the buyer 
think he was getting a bargain because the 
bird belonged in the shop. So Teddy’s being 
so worried might add to their joke. 

“Lift the lid,’ Red told Teddy. “Give 
him a peep at the kind of bird we're offering 
him for a dollar. Just one dollar, Mister!” 

The keen blue eyes of the young man 
bored into them before he glanced down a 
Twinkle. 

(Please turn to page 30) 


“Aw, Mister, April fool!’ 
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By Georgia Tucker Smith 


Copyright 1960 by Georgia Tucker Smith 


O.: EARLY morning Oscar Owl sat 
high up in the tree. He heard a crack-crack- 
crackling sound. He thought, “What can 
that be?” Then he remembered a warm 
white egg that was supposed to hatch. Mrs. 
Owl had gone for food down in the berry 
patch. 

He hurried to the tree hole with a happy 
whoo-whoo-who, and while he sat there, 
wondering what a papa owl should do— 
peck-peck-peck—a bill came out. 

“Whoo-who?” it said. “It’s I, Ozzie Owl, 
your little son.” He breathed a long, deep 
sigh. Then his little head appeared; his 
round eyes opened wide. ‘I’m tired of being 
in this shell; I want to get outside.” 

“Then use your legs and kick awhile,” 
said Oscar with a blink. “To get things done 
in this old world, you have to learn to 
think.” 

Ozzie kicked with both his legs and tried 
to flap his wings. “Oh, dear,” he sighed, ‘I 
guess I'll have to learn a lot of things.” 
Crack-crackle-crack—off came his shell. 
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“What makes this world so bright?” he 
asked, and quickly blinked his eyes to help 
shut out the light. 

“The sun,” said Oscar. “It comes up and 
shines most every day. But we are night 
birds, Ozzie. Up in our tree we stay, keeping 
watch on things above as well as things be- 
low. Our eyes see better in the dark than in 
the light, you know.” 


Suddenly, a loud peck-peck that almost 
shook the tree made Ozzie tremble in his nest 
and cry out, ‘“Deary me!” 

“Stay where you are,” said Oscar. ‘“There’s 
no need to be afraid. It’s Walt Woodpecker’s 
breakfast time. That noise he just now made 
is from his pecking on the bark for worms 
that live inside. His long bill usually gets 
them, too, although they try to hide. He 
starts out early, making all the noise that 
he can make, disturbing everyone that’s near 
and keeping them awake. 

“Of course, it’s time that all the birds 
were up and being fed, except we owls. It’s 
almost time for us to go to bed. We need a 
day’s rest, Ozzie, with the late hours that 
we keep, but I'll stay here right by the nest 
until you go to sleep.” 

A few weeks later, Oscar Owl, with Oz- 
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zie by his side, sat on a low limb in this tree 
and simply beamed with pride. “It’s a busy 
world,” he said, ‘and you have much to 
learn.” He turned his head this way and 
that and tried to look real stern. ‘““The very 
first thing you must do is learn to fly,” he 
said. ““To do this, you must use your wings 
and also use your head. You must learn just 
when to fly and when to sit real still.” 

Ozzie stretched and blinked se eyes and 
clicked his small hooked bill. “I'll try,” he 
said, and flapped his wings, flip-flap—and 
that was all. His small, sharp claws clung to 
the limb. ‘But what if I should fall?” 


“Spread your wings,” said Oscar, giving 
him a gentle push. Down Ozzie went, flip- 
flippity-flop; he landed in a bush! 


“Now fly back up,” called Oscar Owl. 

“I can't,” young Ozzie said. He fluttered 
to the ground. “I'll sit and think awhile in- 
stead.” He sat awhile; then he hopped about. 
He chirped, “Whoo-who, why worry? I'll 
hop around, then learn to fly.” But SWISH- 
SWISH, something furry and black as night, 
with shiny eyes, stood ready for a spring! 
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Ozzie forgot he couldn’t fly, and with a 
sudden ZING, up into the air he went, but 
not so very high. The cat was right behind 
him. “I wish I'd learned to fly,” thought 
Ozzie as he flapped his wings and screeched, 
“Help-help! Whoo-who! Someone come and 
help me, please. Oh, dear, what shall I do?” 

Down Oscar swooped. He looped the loop 
and made a frightful sound and fanned the 
old cat’s whiskers as he circled ‘round and 
‘round. 


KER-SKID! The cat stopped in her tracks; ° 


her fur stood up in fright; and with a miaow, 
she quickly turned and hurried out of sight. 

“You'll have to learn to use those wings,” 
said Oscar. ““Deary me; a cat can’t fly, but 
she can jump and she can climb a tree. 
Watch me when I flap my wings. Come; I 
will show you how.” 

Soon, Ozzie learned, and both of them 
were back up on the bough. 

“Thank you for frightening that old cat 
and teaching me to fly,” said Ozzie as he 
stretched his wings and looked up in the 
sky. “When I saw that cat,” he said, 
wiggled every feather. The trouble was my 
wings and head just didn’t work together.” 
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with God 


I have a spiritual body as well as a 
physical one. ® My spiritual body ex- 
presses through my physical body, 
and my spiritual body cannot be sick. 


All that I have comes from God, and 
He helps me to use it wisely. ® The 
good that He gives me is mine to use 
and to share, but not to waste. 


I say to God, “Here am L Lord; use 
me.” ® | want to do my part in making 
a better, happier world. I am ready to 


do whatever God wants me to do. 


The love of Jesus fills my heart today. 
I am thankful to God for all the bless- 
ings He sends to make my life happy 
and useful to Him. 


I am thankful that all things work to- 
gether for good. =» Even when things 
seem to be going wrong, | keep my 
faith that God is working everything 
out in the best way. 


Wherever I am, God is. ® He is my help 


in every need. I am always brave and 
courageous because He is my ever- 
faithful Friend. His presence makes all 
things right. 


The life of God in me keeps me well 
and strong. ® I do not fear sickness or 
injury because the protecting power 
of His goodness surrounds me. 


Would you like to have these prays 
on a plain sheet that you can tack 
on your wall or paste in a little bog 
Write to Wee Wisdom, Lee’s Sump 
Mo. Payment. love offering plan. 


I bless all growing things. ® | do qi 
that I can to keep God's trees, flower 
and grass beautiful so that all may en. 
joy them. 


I want good to come to others as v 
as to me. ® Whenever | hear of somg 
thing nice happening to anyone, I @ 
glad, and I thank God again for 
goodness. 


I make new friends easily. ® I know 
that all people are children of God, 
all are my brothers and sisters. I look 
for the good in everyone. 


I have nothing to fear, for God is will 
me. ® He is with me day and nigh 
in darkness and in light. He is with ma 
when I am alone and when I am will 
others. 


I forgive because God forgives me. 
I wipe away all thoughts of hurt a 
anger and let God's love guide me in 
what I think and say and do. 


Thank You, Father, for giving me wha 


I need, at the right time. ® God know 


when and how I should receive tig 
things I need; I trust Him in every way 


I am a child of God. ® I know that His 
will for me is always good. I ask Him 
to teach me to understand better the 
wonderful life He has for me. 
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In my heart is a quiet place of peace 
and stillness. ®* When I do not know 
just what I should do, | turn to this in- 
ner stillness, and God tells me what to 
do. 


I place myself and all that I do in the 
loving hands of Jesus Christ. ® I have 
no fears about lessons or friendships 
because Jesus is always with me, to 
help me. 


I try to see things as Jesus Christ sees 
them. ® Nothing that I need to do 
seems too difficult or too big for me 
when I know that He is my Helper. 


In God's loving care, I am safe, se- 
cure, and protected. ™ I can feel His 
love infolding me when I go to Him in 
prayer. 


He is risen] Christ is risen] ® On this 
glorious Easter Sunday, my heart is 
filled with love and thankfulness be- 


cause the risen Christ is a happy, lov- 


ing, uplifting Power in my life. 


I can do all things with God to help me. 
I never say “I can't’ or “I don't know 
how” because I have God's wisdom 
and power in me. 


I use the good ideas God gives me. 


I pray, and I carry the thought of my 
prayer with me in work and in play, to 
bless my whole day. 


God’s love shines through me. ® If 
someone does or says something un- 
pleasant, I can forgive him and ask 
God to bless him. I let God's love shine 


throuch me. 


I let the light of Christ's love shine 
through me. ® My heavenly Father 
does so much for me that I want to let 
others know about Him. 


I am God's child, strong, wise, and per- 
fect. ® I have a place in God's plan for 
the world. I take my place gladly and 
do the work He has for me. 


I let the love of Jesus Christ enter my 
heart today..." On this Palm Sunday I 
make a place for Him in my thoughts 
and in all that I do. 


I am God's beloved child; I am impor- 
tant to Him. ® | am never jealous of 
what someone else is or has; I know 
that God needs me and has something 
for me to do. 


God is always with me, to guide and 
protect me. ® He guides me in every- 
thing I do and in every step I take. 
Wherever I go, God goes with me. 


Thank You, Father, for all good things. 
I am thankful for what You give me 
and also for Your goodness in blessing 
all who love You. 


I put God's gifts of health, wisdom, and 
joy to good use. ® When | follow His 
guidance in everything I do, I do good 
work, and I am happy. 


I place myself and all those I love in 
God's care. ® I ask Him to guide us and 
to guard us every day, in every way, 
in all that we do. 
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Words Club 


Dear Boys and Girls: 

Easter was Jesus’ great day of overcoming! 
Jesus Christ raised Himself from the. dead 
and proved to us that the real part of us 
lives forever, that the love of God within us 
is stronger than death. 

Easter is also our day of overcoming! The 
message of Easter helps us to understand 
that old ways and old habits need not bind 
us, that mistakes or unhappiness of the past 
cannot keep us unhappy because the over- 
coming power of God is always at work in 
our lives. Easter reminds us that there is 
nothing God cannot or will not help us to 
overcome if we will let Him. 

When we think of our growth during the 
past year, of the good changes in our lives, 


we know that God’s overcoming Spirit has 
been at work in us throughout the year. And 
then we realize that Easter is not just one 
day. Easter is every day! Easter is the over- 
coming spirit of life and love and joy and 
victory. We enter into the spirit of Easter 
any time we think about life and health, 
helpfulness and understanding, joy and love, 
faith and victory. 

If you are not already a member of the 
Good Words Booster Club and would like 
to join us in trying to express the true spirit 
of Easter throughout the year, write to 
Barbara Benson, WEE WIsDOM, Lee’s Sum- 
mit, Missouri, and ask for an application 
blank. 

Lovingly and triumphantly, 
BARBARA BENSON, Secretary. 


Dear Barbara: Thank you very much for my 
membership card. I am glad to tell you that 
I have done a good turn by cleaning my 
mother’s room when she was sick. 
—KINGSLEY (British West Indies) 


= We are happy that you are one of our 
happy Boosters, Kingsley. Thank you for 
telling us how you remembered to be helpful 
and loving at a time when your mother espe- 
cially needed your help and love and under- 
standing. 


24 


Dear Barbara: 1 am trying to do only things 
that are loving, helpful, joyous, encouraging, 
happy, cheerful, truthful, and kind. 

When my little brother starts to cry, I try 
to cheer him up by playing a game or doing 
what he wants to do. 

I like being in the Good Words Booster 


Club very much. —BARBARA 


= You are a good Booster, Barbara. Your 
letter will help us to remember to be help- 
ful and thoughtful always. 
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Dear Barbara: | am trying to think and say 
good things. Sometimes it seems hard, but it 
is becoming easier every day. 

Last night I had a terrible stomach-ache, 
but instead of thinking, “I am so sick I 
can’t stand up,” I said to myself, “God never 
has a stomach-ache, and I am a child of God, 
so how can I have one?” In a few minutes, 
you never would have known that I had had 
a stomach-ache. —CAROL 


= Our body is God’s temple. His loving 
presence is healing and blessing us every 
moment of every day; and we are happy, 
Carol, that you remembered to turn to God 
and let Him make you whole again. 


Dear Barbara: \ try to do my schoolwork 
and other jobs the best I can. I know God 
will help me to do the right things. As The 
Prayer of Faith says, “God is my help in 
every need.” —syLvia (England) 


« We are glad that you trust God to help 
you to do good things, Sylvia. Remember- 
ing that God is your help in all that you do 
will help you to choose to do only that which 
is good and also to do your very best always. 


Dear Barbara: 1 have been trying to follow 
the rules of the Good Words Booster Club 
very closely. 

The other day someone lost a very im- 
portant paper that belonged to me. I started 
to blow my top. Then I remembered The 
Prayer of Faith and the words: “I now am 
wise, I now am true, Patient, kind, and lov- 
ing, too.” So I tried to be just that, and final- 
ly, I found my misplaced paper. I was truly 
grateful to God. —JUDY 


" Thank you for telling us how The Prayer 
of Faith helped you to remember to be pa- 
tient, kind, and loving, Judy. We know 
that your calmness helped you to think 
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clearly and that your clear thinking was im- 
portant in finding the paper which had been 
misplaced, proving again that God's way 
of peace and love is the answer to every 


problem. 


Dear Barbara Benson: 1 was very happy the 
day my membership card came. I've tried to 
be a good Booster and help my mother by 
taking care of my one sister and two brothers. 

— JERRY 


= Thank you for telling us how you are 
being a good and helpful Booster, Jerry. We 
know that God will help you to think kind 
and loving thoughts, to say kind and loving 
words, and to do kind and loving deeds each 
and every day. 


Dear Barbara Benson: I have been practicing 
saying good words. Sometimes I forget and 
get mad at my sister. Then I remember, and 
I tell my sister I am sorry. 

I watch my little brother. I wash the 
dishes when my mother tells me to. I dry 
them, too. I don’t talk back to my mother. 

I say my prayers every night before I go 
to bed. God answers my prayers. 

—SANDRA SUE 


= We are very happy to know that you are 
practicing being forgiving and loving, San- 
dra Sue. Your quick word of apology and 
your helpful ways show those around you 
that you do love and appreciate them. 

God will help you to remember to think 
and to say only that which is kind and loving 
and helpful—to your sister, to your mother, 
and to all those you contact in your work or 
play. 

Prayer is the pathway to God. As you con- 
tinue to pray, having faith in God's power 
and goodness, He will answer your every 
prayer in the very best way possible. 
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THIS IS 


CINDY 


Designed by Susan Ivanoff 
(12 years) 
Redrawn for reproduction by Dorothy Wagstatt 


If you are under 13 years of age, you may submit your drawing of a doll and its 


wardrobe. A letter from a parent or teacher stating that your work is original must 
accompany your drawing. 
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, often called the beloved disciple, 
and his bearded friend Peter trudged along 
the dusty road toward Jerusalem. That morn- 
ing Jesus had asked the two disciples to go 
into the city to prepare the feast of the Pass- 
over. This was a celebration held each year 
in memory of the time when the Jews had 
escaped from their cruel Egyptian overlords. 


Jesus had told the disciples that when 
they got to Jerusalem, they were to look for 
a man with a jug of water and then follow 
where he led. Carrying water was usually 
the duty of women, so as soon as John saw 
a man with a jug, he was sure this must be 
their guide. 

John and Peter followed the man through 
streets that were crowded by visiting Jews 
and a great many soldiers. To John, it was 
clear that the Romans, afraid of a Jewish 
uprising, had brought in extra troops. After 
a while, their guide entered the courtyard of 
a home. 


Going up to the master of the house, John 
said, ‘“The Teacher says to you, where am 
I to eat the Passover with my disciples?” 

The master of the house led them up a 
flight of stairs on the outside of the house. In 
an upper room, a table, couches, and a roast- 
ing oven were ready for use. 


John and Peter roasted lamb and made 
unleavened bread, the same foods the Jews 
had eaten the night before their flight from 
Egypt. Because they had left Egypt in such 
haste, the women had had no time to leaven 
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their bread. In memory of the time when 
the Israelites were slaves in Egypt, the two 
disciples also made a salad of bitter herbs. 

The afternoon sun was low by the time 
the Master and the other disciples came. A 
few minutes after their arrival, the house- 
holder’s servant brought water for bathing. 
The disciples wore sandals, and the roads 
and fields had been dusty; so their feet 
needed washing even more than their hands. 

Customarily, it was the duty of the low- 
liest person in a group to bathe the feet of 
the others. John was astonished when he 
saw Jesus take a basin of water and a towel. 
Then, going to each disciple in turn, He 
knelt like a servant and bathed their feet 
and dried them. Having finished His task, 
the Master sat down at the table the dis- 
ciples had prepared. John then sat down to 
the right of Jesus. 

“Do you know what I have done to you?” 
asked Jesus. “You call me Teacher and 
Lord; and you are right, for so I am. If I 
then, your Lord and Teacher, have washed 
your feet, you ought also to wash one an- 
other’s feet.” 

Meekly, John and several of the other 
disciples nodded in agreement. 

“Truly, truly,” Jesus went on, “I say to 
you, a servant is not greater than his master, 
nor is he who is sent greater than he who 
sent him.” Jesus looked around searchingly 
at each disciple. “If you know these things, 
you will be blessed if you do them.” 

John was still thinking about these words 
as the disciples began to eat. They all were 
astonished when Jesus said, “Truly, truly, I 
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Jesus knelt like a servant and bathed 
their feet. 


say unto you, one of you will betray me.” 

Shocked at what Jesus had said, the dis- 
ciples began asking, “‘Is it I? Is it 1?” 

Just then Peter beckoned to John to ask 
Jesus whom He meant. Turning to the Mas- 
ter, John said, “Lord, who is it?” 

“It is he to whom I shall give the morsel 
when I have dipped it,” Jesus replied. 

Tensely, John watched to see to whom 
Jesus would hand the bread. It was Judas. 

Judas had never been very loving, and he 
was greedy for gold, but John could not 
imagine his being a traitor. 

Now, Jesus looked directly at Judas and 
commanded, “What you are going to do, do 
quickly.” 

Pale-faced and trembling, Judas snatched 
the purse in which he carried the meager 
funds of the disciples and jumped up from 
the couch. Without a backward look, he left 
the room. 

John had no idea where Judas was going 
or why. He expected Jesus to explain, but 
instead, the Master talked of many other 
things. Tears sprang to John’s eyes when 
Jesus said, “Yet a little while I am with 
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you.” This was not the first time that Jesus 
had said He must go away, but John had 
hoped it would not be soon. 

“A new commandment I give to you,” 
Jesus went on, “that you love one another, 
even as I have loved you.” 

Questions and answers flew back and forth 
between Jesus and the disciples during the 
evening. There were questions about where 
He was going and whether they could fol- 
low. 

“Let not your hearts be troubled,” said 
Jesus. “I go to prepare a place for you.” 

His promise that He would come back to 
them comforted John, but even so, he felt 
fearful and anxious. Jesus continued talk- 
ing, saying so many beautiful things about 
life and love that John could not take them 
all in. When they had finished eating, they 
stood and sang a hymn. As the notes died 
away, John felt silent and solemn. 

When Jesus started toward the door, the 
others followed sadly. John tried to keep his 
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thoughts on Jesus’ words: “Believe also in 
me.” The night air was still. Jesus led the 
disciples, now numbering only eleven, along 
the streets toward the Mount of Olives. 

Outside the city, they passed campsites, 
where embers of fires glowed in the dark- 
ness. After walking some distance, Jesus and 
His followers came to a walled garden called 
Gethsemane. At the gate, Jesus asked eight 
of the disciples to wait outside, but He took 
John, James, and Peter into the garden with 
Him. There, He told them He was troubled. 
“Abide ye here, and watch,” He said. Then 
He went apart to pray. 

Humbly grateful that he had been chosen 
to be with Jesus, John intended to help his 
beloved Friend and Teacher all he could in 
His hour of need. He would pray without 
ceasing. Although tired, John forced him- 
self to stay awake for a while by thinking of 
all the wonderful words Jesus had spoken. 
But his eyelids grew heavy. Sleep overpow- 
ered him. 

John wakened with a start when Jesus 
came back to them and said to Peter, “Could 


It was John who recognized the stranger 
on the shore. 
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you not watch with me one hour? Watch 
and pray, that you may not enter into tempta- 
tion.” 

John was ashamed to have failed Jesus. 
This time he would pray with Him. But once 
more he fell asleep. Jesus returned again, 
and again asked the three disciples to pray; 
but again, they fell asleep. Finally, Jesus 
said, ‘Rise, and let us be going; see, my be- 
trayer is at hand.” 

At that moment, John saw flickering 
torches bobbing through the garden. He 
could hear the clank of metal and the mur- 
mur of many voices—among them the voice 
of Judas. 

The next hours were like a terrible night- 
mare. After Jesus had been arrested, John 
followed from afar. He saw the trial and 
was the only disciple brave enough and faith- 
ful enough to stand by at the Crucifixion. 
Looking down from the cross, Jesus asked 
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Table Blessing 


By Florence Gresham 


Father, for this Thy gift of food, 

Accept our thanks and praise. 
Bless and direct us as we seek 
To do Thy will always. 


His beloved disciple to care for His mother, 
Mary, after He was gone. 

John took Mary into his home and tried 
to comfort her, but he felt only dismay and 
sorrow. He reproached himself that he had 
not even been able to stay awake to pray 
during the last hours of his Master's life. All 
the glorious hopes he and the other disciples 
had shared had now been crushed. Jesus had 
died, a victim of cruelty and injustice. Per- 
haps the disciples, too, would be put to 
death. With the others, John hid himself 
away to mourn and to wonder what was go- 
ing to happen next. 

Then, on the first day of the week, Mary 
Magdalene came running to John and Peter, 
crying, “They have taken away the Lord out 
of the tomb, and we know not where they 
have laid him.” John was the first to reach 
the tomb. Standing in the empty tomb, he 
felt his fears and doubts give way to faith 
and belief. All that Jesus had said was true. 
He had risen from the dead! Truly, life had 
no ending! 

Later, John was with some of the dis- 
ciples at a time when they were discouraged. 
They had been casting their nets all night, 
but they had caught no fish. It was John 
who recognized that the Stranger on the 
shore, calling, “Cast your net on the right 
side,” was Jesus. The love in John’s heart 
had made it easy for him to see the Christ. 

John had learned that the Lord is risen 
in us when we learn to love unselfishly. He 
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was ready now to teach, heal, and preach in 
much the same way Jesus had. John left a 
Gospel that tells us much about how to love 
aright. Its truths about God’s love and the 
love we owe to Him and to those around 
us support, encourage, and bless us, not only 
on Easter, but every day. 


April-Fool Boomerang 


(Continued from page 19) 


“Not sick, is he?” he asked. 

“No,” Teddy blurted, as if the words were 
an insult to his pet. “He’s the nicest little 
old lovebird you ever saw.” 

The young man grunted. His hand went 
into his pocket, but his eyes looked hard and 
bright and suspicious. 

“T'll take him,” he said. 

He thrust the dollar at Teddy and took 
the box so quickly that the sale was made 
before either boy could open his mouth and 
cry, “April fool!” 

“Want to come with me to buy a cage for 
him?” the young man asked. 

He turned and started back to the pet 
shop before Red found his voice. “Aw, 
Mister, April fool!” 

“We're not selling Twinkle,” Teddy cried. 
“We're just April-fooling you.” 

“So?” said the young man, and he strode 
toward the door. 

Red looked at Teddy in panic. Teddy’s 
face was crinkled as if he were going to cry, 
but he was too big for that. Still, they had 
sold the bird and were not going to get him 
back! 

“Come on,” Red said. ‘“‘He thinks we real- 
ly did steal Twinkle. Let’s show him we're 
not afraid to go with him to see Mr. Picker- 
ing.” 

Red’s mind was in such confusion that he 
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The Raindrops Laugh 
By Charlotte Swaney 


Tue happy little raindrops dance 
Upon the window sill; 

They bounce upon the orchard grass, 
And tumble down the hill. 


They patter on the roof above, 
Go gurgling down the spout, 
And scamper down the garden paths. 
They never seem to pout. 


They hurry on their merry way, 
Their blessings to bestow; 

The raindrops laugh because it’s fun 
To help to make things grow. 


could not explain his thinking to Teddy, or 
even to himself; but going into the pet shop 
and proving that they had not stolen Twinkle 
seemed more important than anything else. 

As the door swung shut behind them, he 
heard the young man ask the shopkeeper if 
he had seen the bird before. 
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Mr. Pickering bent over the box, studying 
Twinkle. 

“T lost a bird last week,” he said. 

“Stolen?” the young man asked. 

“I don’t know what happened,” Mr. Pick- 
ering answered. 

He carried the box to the window where 
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Perfect Easter Gift for Children 
THE STORY OF JESUS 


For your own children, for your Sunday-school class, or 
for any boy or girl you wish to remember at Easter time, 
The Story of Jesus is a perfect gift, in keeping with the 
spirit of Easter. 

Published in answer to many requests, this book pre- 
sents fourteen of Aylesa Forsee’s vivid Bible stories, which 
first appeared in WEE WISDOM, with illustrations by 
Herbert N. Rudeen. The stories begin with the birth of 
Jesus and go on to relate many important high lights of 
His life and teachings. Of particular interest at this time 
will be the stories of the Easter season, designed to help 
children understand the true spiritual significance of 


Easter. 


The Story of Jesus is attractively bound in blue and is 
priced at $2 a copy. 


Order from: wee wisdom. LEE’S SUMMIT, MO. 


he could see the bird’s markings more clear- 
ly, and the young man turned to face the 
boys. His eyes looked even harder now. They 
made little shivers run up and down Red’s 
back. He wanted to run; but, instead, he 
went to stand beside Mr. Pickering. 

“That bird’s not the one you lost,” he 
said in a choked voice. “Teddy Malone's 
had him a long time.” 

Mr. Pickering loosened the netting that 
Teddy had stretched over the box and slid 
his hand in. The bird fluttered in a far corner, 
but Mr. Pickering put a finger under the 
small green head and raised it so that he 
could study the soft, throbbing throat. 

Teddy watched him from the door, with 
his hands shoved deep in his pockets, his 
eyes big and dark, and his face very white. 


He did not say a word, and Red knew why. 
He could see the muscles in Teddy’s jaw 
stand out in a hard ridge. Teddy was terribly 
afraid that he had lost Twinkle. 

Mr. Pickering drew his hand carefully out 
of the box. 

“My bird had a few white feathers under 
his bill,” Mr. Pickering said. “This one 
hasn't.” 

Teddy let out his breath in a noisy gust 
that everyone could hear, and Red grinned 
with relief. 

“We were playing an April-fools’ joke,” 
Red explained again. “Give him back the 
dollar, Teddy; and let’s take Twinkle home.” 


Teddy came forward, holding out the bill, 
but the young man ignored the money and 
took the box. 
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“A sale’s a sale, boys,” he said, “and sell- 
ing a bird like this for one dollar makes me 
think you stole it somewhere, even if not 
here.” 

He let his glance play over the cages as if 
he were selecting one for his new pet, and 
Red’s relief vanished in a sick feeling that 
started in his throat and went down to his 
stomach and up into his eyes. He did not 
look at Teddy, for he knew that Teddy must 
feel even worse than he did. 

“If Teddy can prove that the bird is his 
pet, will you let him have Twinkle back?” 
he asked desperately. 

The young man shrugged, as if he did not 
want to feel sorry for Teddy but did. 

“Prove it, fellow,” he said shortly, ‘and 
we'll see.” 

Teddy did not answer. He took the box 
and put it on the counter. He began talking 
to Twinkle in a voice so low that Red could 
not hear what he said; but when Teddy 
whistled softly to the bird, everyone heard. 
Twinkle heard, too; and he whistled back, 
three soft, clear notes that were exactly like 
Teddy’s! 

“O.K.,” said the young man, and held out 
his hand. “Give me my dollar and take your 
bird. You didn’t steal him, but you two 
acted like a couple of thieves who were try- 
ing to get rid of stolen goods. It was a lousy 
joke!” 

“It boomeranged,” said Teddy, with a 
pallid smile twitching at his lips. “We were 
the ones who got April-fooled!” 

The young man said, ‘““You’ve heard that 
crime does not pay. I’m telling you that 
playing at crime doesn’t pay either. It can 
get a person into trouble so deep he can’t 
get out.” 

Red nodded. “I guess it’s almost as smart 
to avoid the appearance of evil as it is to 
avoid evil itself!” 
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BY GERALD W, CALLAHAN 


M, NAME is Mr. Funnyface. 
You will see that all my parts 
are out of place. Cut them out 
carefully and place them on my 
face—one here, one there— 
until you have them all in place. 

If you point both eyes up—I 
look up. Point both eyes to the 
side, and I look as though I 
would like to hide. Curve my 
mouth up, and I smile—at least, 
for a little while! Turn it so it 
points down, and I’m very sad 
—I frown. 

I have many mouths and dif- 
ferent noses. Silly mustaches 
make different poses. 


SPOOL TRACTOR 


BY ROBERT O, LYON 


> MAKE this spool tractor that really runs, 
you need a medium-sized spool, a rubber 
band that is just a little longer than your 
spool (it is very important that your rubber 
band is not too long), a small metal washer, 
and some round toothpicks, 

Break a piece about 14 inch long from 
the center of one toothpick and loop one end 
of the rubber band around it and pull it 
tight. Slip the metal washer onto the rubber 
band, Then fasten a whole toothpick to the 
other end of the rubber band, in the same 
way that you fastened the small piece. This 
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RUBBER BAND 


makes the motor of your tractor. 

Push the small piece of toothpick down 
through the hole in the spool, pulling the 
rubber band after it, and turn the piece side- 
ways across the end of the spool. Hold the 
small piece so it will not turn and wind your 
tractor by turning the toothpick on the other 
end as though it were a propeller. When 
your tractor is wound, just set it down and 


watch it go! 
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EGGSHELL BUNNIES 


BY LORENA FLEISSIG 


to MAKE this cunning eggshell party favor, 
start with large eggs. Make a hole on the 
side of the egg with a stout safety pin. Make 
the hole large enough to let the yolk drop 
out whole. Rinse the shell and let it dry out. 
Then, lightly sandpaper it and draw the 
bunny face on the pointed end of the shell 
with a pencil. Use ink, water colors, or a 
crayon and go over your penciled lines. You 
can use blue or purple for the features. Make 


the center of the eyes red. 

Draw the bunny ears on pink or white 
paper and cut them out carefully. Paste on 
the eggshell as shown in the illustration. Put 
a ball of cotton in place for bunny’s tail. 

Gather a 12-inch strip of crepe paper on a 
2-inch square of cardboard. Paste the egg- 
shell on the cardboard in the center of the 
paper ruffle with the side with the hole in it 
down. Spread a few jelly beans around 
bunny’s nest. 

You can write the name of one of your 
guests on each bunny favor, and it really will 


be a gift, too. 


If you want to make treads like those 
shown in the illustration, just cut little 
notches around both ends of your spool. 
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You can make a whole fleet of these trac- 
tors in different sizes and colors and have 
races with your friends. 
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Easter 
BY MARGARET G. RIVES (9 years) 


Easter comes in the springtime, 
The prettiest time of year, 

When everything is beautiful, 
In countries far and near. 


Christ arose on Easter; 
That was a joyous day. 

When everyone sang songs of joy, 
Both near and far away. 


Easter comes in April this year, 
The month when spring arrives, 
When flowers are blooming everywhere, 
And bees buzz about their hives. 


Wish on the Moon 
BY TERRY WRIGHTMAN (11 years) 


Wish on the moon. 
That’s what I do. 

Wish on the moon. 
You do it, too! 


Wish on the moon. 
I'll give you a clue: 
To wish on the moon, 
Here’s what you do! 


Make a wish on the moon, 
And shut your eyes, too. 

Your wish on the moon 
Will soon come true. 
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Miss Rain 
BY DAVID BECKMANN (11 years) 


Tiptoe, tiptoe, 

Lightly moves Miss Rain, 
Sprinkling crystal teardrops 
On my windowpane. 

She is but a fairy, 

Wearing angel down. 

She is but a queen; 

The sun is her crown. 

She is but a wanderer, 

With the sky as her domain. 
She is but a fluffy cloud— 
Wonderful Miss Rain. 


Appleblossoms 
BY MARY ANN WATERMAN (8 years) 


Appleblossoms! Appleblossoms! 
Hanging there so far away. 
When will you become apples 
So the boys and girls can munch away? 


The Little Bunny 
BY ANNE GREENWOOD (6 years) 


I know a little bunny; 

His paws are nice and soft. 
He came into my bed 

With a nice warm cloth. 
He put it under my pillow, 

And found a tooth of mine. 
He gave it to the fairies, 

And then I had a dime. 
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Easter 
BY MARILYN WINTER (9 years) 


I hear a thumpy, thumpy sound. 

I think there is a bunny thumping around. 
It may be white; it may be brown. 

I'm pretty sure there is a bunny around. 
I'll peek out the window and look to see. 
There may be a colored egg for me. 

It may be pink; it may be blue. 

And maybe there is one for you. 


Adventure in Reading 
BY CAROL-LYNN MALSAM (9 years) 


Reading a book is like an adventure; 

You never know what you will find. 

One book may be about a mystery; 
Another may be American history; 

Still another could be about the sun, 

Or maybe about how our country is run. 
No matter which book we choose, 

We can’t lose. 

We are bound to learn from some. 

Others are just for fun. 

So read a book today, 

And see what rewards will come your way. 


Editor’s Note 


What to send us for these pages: Your own 
stories and poems. Please do not copy. 

When to send it: At least four months before 
the number it is to be used in. If your poem 
or story is for September, you may send it 
now. 

How to prepare it: Write plainly. Give your 
name, address, and age. Inclose a note from 
a parent or teacher —s us that the work 
is your own, not copied. Stories should not 
be longer than 200 words. 

Where to send it: Address your letter to Wee 
Wisdom Writers’ Guild, Lee’s Summit, Mo. 

Who can have his work published: Any reader 
under thirteen years of age who has not had 
his work published on these pages within a 

ear. 
e regret that we cannot return unused con- 
tributions. 
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The Solar System 
BY WAYNE ESTES (11 years) 


Studying the solar system is lots of fun; 

We learn about the planets that go around 
the sun. 

We learn about earth and Mars, 

With all the bright and beautiful stars. 


We learn about the moon that goes around 
The earth without a single sound. 

We all look at the moon every night, 

To see if there are any people in sight. 


Flowers Grow 
BY DENISE JOHNSON (5 years) 


The sun shines! 

It makes my flowers grow 
From the little seeds 

In the ground, and so—— 


The rain comes splashing down, 
And splashes on the seeds; 
Then the sun comes out, 
And the flowers grow, grow, grow. 


Hamsters as Pets 
BY JANICE FLEACLE (9 years) 


If you have never had a hamster, you don’t 
know what you are missing! When a female 
has a litter, the baby hamsters are really cute. 
When they are two weeks old, you can 
handle them. Even at two weeks, they don’t 
have their eyes open, so they don’t know 
where they are going. 

Hamsters make nice, clean pets. They eat 
unsalted sunflower seeds and almost any 
kind of grain. Some like cheese, and some 
like other things. They drink water. Ham- 
sters can be taught simple tricks. 

Sometimes, an albino is born. An albino 
is a pure-white hamster. Sometimes you get 
a “cream,” but it is not really an albino. 
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BY JOANNE ALTON RIORDAN 
Creamed Eggs 


Dim EASTER Sunday, all of you probably 
will have a basketful of colored Easter eggs 
in your refrigerator. They are just like regu- 
lar hard-cooked eggs, you know, and will 
taste good with your lunch, when peeled and 
salted. Perhaps you would like to know an- 
other way to use your Easter eggs, so here 
is a very easy way to make creamed eggs. 

Peel and cut four hard-cooked eggs into 
quarters. Then make one cup of medium- 
thick white sauce. To make this you will 
need: 


3 Ths. margarine or Yj, tsp. salt 
butter Vf tsp. pepper 
3 Ths. flour 1 cup milk 


Melt the margarine or butter over low 
heat in the top of a double boiler. Add the 
flour and seasonings and stir until mixture 
is smooth and bubbly. Stir in the milk. Cook 
the sauce until it thickens, stirring constant- 
ly. This will take from five to seven minutes. 

Carefully stir the quartered eggs into the 
white sauce. Serve over hot toast or biscuits. 
Sprinkle with paprika, if you like. 


I say a prayer when I’m in doubt 
And God helps me to think things out. 


The Adventures of Julie 
and Gertie 
(Continued from page 15) 


decorated the word Grandpa on one side. 
Julie asked, ‘““What is this?” 


“That's a mustache cup,” replied Judge 
Saunders. “The old-timers used those cups 
to keep their mustaches dry when they drank 
their tea and coffee.” 


“You're not joking, are you?” Julie looked 
from Judge Saunders to her mother. 

“No, he’s not joking, Julie.” Mrs. Jackson 
laughed. “Your great-grandfather used a 
cup like that. I still have his.” 


“How does it work?” Julie asked. 


“The mustache rested on this cover— 
here,” explained the judge. “The beverage 
went through the opening. See?” 


“Yes, I see,” said Julie, ‘and when I fill 
the cup with milk, Gertie’s lip will rest on 


that cover, and she'll catch onto how to 
drink.” 


“That’s the trick,” said Judge Saunders. 
“Then, you can use a small tin cup and get 
her head into it. Later, use a pan, and keep 
lowering the pan toward the floor. Pretty 
soon she'll do her own drinking, and your 
work will be much easier.” 


Judge Saunders returned to his home. Julie 
decided to give Gertie her supper from the 
new cup. The kid, curious as a kitten, looked 
at the cup. Julie put milk into it and offered 
it to Gertie, who backed away from it. Julie 
brought it close to her lips again. Gertie 
backed away. Patiently, Julie worked. Gertie 
backed, bumped, and butted the cup. Julie 
finally took Gertie’s head firmly in her left 
arm and with her right hand forced the cup 
to stay at Gertie’s lips. It took strength. It 
took patience. It took time. In fact, it took 
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twenty minutes, but, at last, a sip of milk got 
through to Gertie. 

And Gertie was pleasantly surprised! 

Julie had added a generous portion of mo- 
lasses to Gertie’s milk. When the kid tasted 
the molasses, she liked it. She smacked her 
lips. She wanted more of it. But to get it, 
she had to take it from the mustache cup. 
And that is exactly what she did. Gertie 
drank all of her milk from her new cup. At 
Gertie’s night feeding, Julie’s mother and 
dad came to the basement to watch the proc- 
ess. Julie had some trouble getting Gertie to 
take her milk from the cup then, too. But 
she did not have nearly so much trouble 
as she had had the first time. 


April, 1960 


“Such patience!” marveled Mrs. Jackson. 

“T should say so,” said Mr. Jackson. “Julie, 
you've shown wonderful patience with Ger- 
tie.” 

Julie laughed. “Well, Gertie and I have 
had a great adventure in patience this week. 
Haven’t we, Gertie?’’ She scratched Gertie’s 
head lovingly. 

“Ba-a-a!” replied Gertie, and she nuzzled 
Julie’s hands. 


(Next month Julie learns to have faith.) 


A smile is just a little thing, 
But cheer to someone it will bring. 
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ABE LINCOLN 


BY EDNA BEVAN 


Young Abe Lincoln of - - - - - - -- 

Was a hard-working country boy. 

He was an expert with ax and saw, 

But he preferred to study - - -. 

People liked him wherever he went. 

They made him our sixteenth - - - - - - - - - 
He proclaimed freedom for every -- -- - 
The ---------- Address was a speech he 


A PRESIDENT 


BY ENOLA CHAMBERLIN 


My first is in /ove, but is not in hate. 

My second’s in time, but is not in date. 

My third is in friend, but is not in foe. 
My fourth is in cry, but is not in woe. 

My fifth is in soldier, but is not in fight. 
My sixth is in /ight, but is not in night. 
My seventh’s in serving, but is not in glad. 
My whole is a man who gave all he had— 
Gave it completely in every way— 

That we might be a whole nation today. 


WHAT AM I? 


BY DENISE S. CRAFT 


In color, I’m as white as snow; 
And I’m good for you to drink. 

I’m sure that I will help you grow; 
You need me, don’t you think? 
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Answers on Inside Back Cover 


ALASKAN JINGLE 
BY ROSALIE W. DOSS 


Complete these rhymes to see how you rate 
In your knowledge of the forty-ninth state. 


Alaska, where it often grows quite cold, 
Is rich in resources of fish, lumber and - - - -. 


In this land, where the midnight sun glows, 
Live hearty Aleuts and friendly ------- ; 


Cities, where many Alaskans make their home, 
Are Juneau, Fairbanks, Anchorage and - - - -. 


Of Mt. McKinley, Alaskans proudly speak; 
It is North America’s highest mountain - - - -. 


In Alaskan snow fields, forests, and among 
rocks, 

Can be found mink, beaver, muskrat, and the 
blue - - -. 


Alaska is also proud of its great seal herd, 
And the ptarmigan, its official - - - -. 


FLOWER PUZZLE 
BY MAUDE E. HALLMER 
Take one letter from each flower named 


below and form the name of something all 
children like to eat. 


1. Chrysanthemum 4. Daffodil 
2. Daisy 5. Lily 
3. Pansy 
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MUSICAL SCRIPTURES 
BY BEA BROWN 
The musical term has been left out of 
mmf these scriptures. Can you fill the blanks with 
the right word? 
1. “Thy rod and thy ——, they comfort 5 6 |z 
me.” Psalms 23:4 
2. “Rise, and the temple of God.” 5. 
Revelations 11:1 
3. “The singers also played on 6. 
ate of music, and led the singing of praise.” 
te. II Chronicles 23:13 7, 
4. “I will —— unto Jehovah as long as I 
d, live.” Psalms 104:33 
, 5. “The rain descended, and the floods MAGIC CROSSWORD 
came, and the winds blew, and Up- BY OLLIE JAMES ROBERTSON 
WS, on that house; and it fell not: for it was 
founded upon the rock.” Matthew 7:25 1. Husband of Eve. 
6. “Come unto me, all ye that labor and 2. Have courage to do something. 
me are heavy laden, and I will give you 3. A space such asa floor. 
= ——.” Matthew 11:28 4, Disease. 
7. “Who deviseth evil continually, who 5. Aclodof dirt. 
k; soweth —————. Proverbs 6:14 6. A girl’s name. 
7 7. A fuss. 
A SQUIRRELLY PROBLEM 
. BY MAUDE E. HALLMER RIDDLE TIME 
he ; BY LOUISE PRICE BELL 
A squirrel found six ears of corn in a 
hollow stump and was faced with the prob- 1. What has many eyes but still can’t see? 
] lem of storing the corn away for future use. 2. In what way are dogs and trees alike? 
If he took three ears a day, how long did it 3. Give a difference between a carpenter 
take the squirrel to carry all the corn out? building a house and a pound of butter. 
SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY “tees com 
‘ I inclose $2 to send WEE WISDOM for one year to: 
MY 
@® NAME NAME 
Street Street 
City City 


Please indicate postal zone number, if cities are so divided. 


April, 1960 4 


Wea-60 


Our Stamp Collectors 


= it supplies us with so many dif- 
ferent kinds of products that we use every 
day, petroleum, also called crude oil, has 
become almost a necessity for our living. A 
number of countries have given philatelic 
recognition to the petroleum industry. 

Petroleum is found in almost every part 
of the world. The dark brown or blackish 
liquid is used in its raw state for fuel and 
for making synthetic rubber. By means of 
refining processes, it can be converted into 
many kinds of liquid fuels for motors, oils 
and greases for lubrication, waxes for pol- 
ishing, and so on. A list of all the products 
made from it would include hundreds of 
items. 

The word “petroleum” is formed from 
two Latin words, petra, rock, and oleum, oil, 
and literally means rock oil. It was given 
this name in the days before there were any 
oil wells because it seeped from the ground 
in which certain kinds of rock formations 
were found. 

Pennsylvania has the honor of being the 
state in which the first oil well in the United 
States was completed. Early settlers in the 
region near Titusville had gathered oil by 
soaking blankets in the black liquid that 


oozed from the ground and wringing them 
out into tubs and barrels. In the 1850's, a 
company called the Pennsylvania Rock Oil 
Company acquired the land and leased it to 
the Seneca Oil Company. 

This company in 1858 sent one of its men, 
Edwin L. Drake, to select a site and to super- 


vise the drilling of a well. Drake selected a [i - 


site near Titusville and arranged for a black- 
smith known as “Uncle Billy” Smith and 
Smith’s two sons to do the drilling. They 
began in June, 1859. On the 27th of August, 
the drillers struck a flow of oil at a depth 
of sixty-nine and a half feet. The well pro- 
duced only a small quantity of oil, and was 
abandoned after a few years. Later on, a 
great many other wells were drilled, some 
of which produced up to three thousand bar- 
rels of oil a day. 

The stamp that we illustrate was issued 
last August 27 by the United States Post 
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Don’t you think this is a pretty May basket? It looks 
just like a flower, and it’s lots of fun to make. You will find 
the patterns and directions for making this May basket in 
your May number of WEE WISDOM, along with a plan 
for the most unusual May party you can imagine, and other 
fun features. 

Of course, Editor Jane Palmer and I are planning to 
bring you some good stories in May, too. “What Katy Did,” 
by Frances Gorman Risser, is the story of a little girl who 
traveled with a wagon train into the old West. It has horses, 
Indians, and plenty of excitement. “Present for Mother,” 
by Page O’Haire, is a Mother’s Day story that I’m sure you 
will enjoy. And there is another read-aloud story about Oscar 
the Owl in the new series hy Georgia Tucker Smith. 

You won’t want to miss May WEE WISDOM. And here 
is a suggestion: it’s the perfect number with which to start 
a gift subscription for some special friend of yours. Perhaps 
someone you know is having a birthday, or perhaps you’d 
like to send a very special May basket. Whatever the oc- 
casion, WEE WISDOM is tops with boys and girls, and 
it is priced at only $2 a year. 

Be seeing you next month, with more notes from the 
WEE WISDOM office! 
Arthur 
His Mark 
(His Mark) wisdom. 
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Office Department to commemorate the one- Flower Puzzle 


hundredth anniversary of the completion of — Candy. 
Drake’s well. It pictures an oil derrick. Musical Scriptures 


Answers to Puzzles 


1. Staff. 2. Measure. 3. Instruments. 4. Sing. 
5. Beat. 6. Rest. 7. Discord. 


A Squirrelly Problem 


The squirrel took out two ears on his 


Abe Lincoln head and one ear of corn each day. Hence, 
Illinois. Law. President. Slave. Gettysburg. it took him six days to carry all the corn out. 
A President Magic Crossword 

Lincoln. 1. Adam. 2. Dare. 3. Area. 4. Measles. 5. Lump. 
What Am I? 6. Emma. 7. Spat. 

Milk. Riddle Time 

Alaskan Jingle 1. Potato. 2. Both have a bark. 3. The car- 


Gold. Eskimos. Nome. Peak. Fox. Bird. 


penter pounds away; the butter weighs a pound. 
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A fast-moving story for teen-agers is Winona Strachan’s 


“And Two to Go,” in the April number of Progress maga- 7 
zine. It tells about Andy Talcott, a star athlete in his high @@ 
school, who receives a failing grade in English from a new @ 


teacher, Mr. Reeves. 
The failing grade makes Andy ineligible for the school 


baseball team, which needs his skill badly. As a result, iim 


Andy’s angry friends storm Mr. Reeves’ house, determined 


_ to teach the newcomer a thing or two. The only person 


who might be able to stop them is Andy himself—and he 
is not sure he wants to! It’s suspense to the last moment 
in this exciting story. 

Also in the April number of Progress are: 


“The Reason Why,” by Helen L. Renshaw. This story tells 
about Bette Kirk, who has her eye on a summer job at a 


lovely big lodge on the lake but thinks she has to make 


her family over to get it. 


“Do You Always Get the Booby Prize?” by Janet Hall. | 


Here is help for the person who feels nothing ever seems 
to turn out right for him. 


“Happiness Magic,” by Catherine Mann. How to find more 
happiness in the world we live in. 


Every monthly number of Progress presents stories, 
articles, photographs, poems, and features, all tailored to 
the special needs and tastes of high school and college age 
young people. 

If you are entering your teens, you will want a sub- 
scription for yourself; or, if not, Progress makes a won- 
derful gift for a teen-age friend. Progress is priced at only 
$2 for a full year’s subscription. Be sure to ask that the 
subscriptions you order begin with the outstanding April 
number, including all the stories and articles mentioned 
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